O, weary Love, O, folded to her breast.

Love in each moment years and years of rest,

Be calm, as being not-

Ye oceans of intolerable delight.

The blazing photosphere of central Night,

Be ye forgot.

Terror, thou swarthy Groom of Bride-bliss coy,

Let me not see thee toy.

O, Death, too tardy with thy hope intense

Of kisses close beyond conceit of sense;

O, Life, too liberal^ while to take her hand

Is more of hope than heart can understand;

Perturb my golden patience not with joy,

Nor, through a wish, profane

The peace that should pertain

To him who does by her attraction move.

Has all not been before ?

One day's controlled hope, and one again.

And then the third, and ye shall have the rein,

O Life, Death, Terror, Love !

But soon let your unrestful rapture cease,

Ye flaming Ethers thin,

Condensing till the abiding sweetness win

One sweet drop more ;

One sweet drop more in measureless increase

Of honied peace.
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